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and   stimulus, but upon vivid using of the
very stuff of life.

Where we fail, many of us, is in the
elaborateness of our pleasures, in the fact
that we learn to be connoisseurs rather than
viveurs, in losing our taste for the ancient
wholesome activities and delights.

I had caught an hour, that very day, to
visit the Academy; it was a doubtful plea-
sure, though if I could have had the great
rooms to myself it would have been a
delightful thing enough; but to be crushed
and elbowed by such numbers of people
who seemed intent not on looking at any-
thing, but on trying to see if they could
recognise any of their friends! It was a
curious collection certainly! So many pic-
tures of old disgraceful men, whose faces
seemed like the faces of toads or magpies;
dull, blinking, malign, or with the pert
brightness of acquisition. There were pic-
tures too of human life so-called, silly,
romantic, insincerely posed; some fatuous
allegorical things, like ill-staged melodra-
mas ; but the strength of English art came
out for all that in the lovely landscapes, rich
fields, summer streams, far-off woodlands,
beating seas; and I felt in looking at it all